A Bounty of Shadows 


There is so little 

to see in the fog 

of this hour 

there is so little 
that will reaffirm 
our sense of understanding 
and what is it 

that we are hoping for 
where exactly 

do our wishes go 

once we have 

wished them 

there is so little 

to see 

the fog is everywhere 
a candle 

maybe two 

is perhaps 

all that remains 

to shine amidst 

all this obscurity 


KE 


- 3/11/2024 


Cosmic space poetry 
theory continued 
cosmic space poetry 

is a eulogy 

for a thought 

an imagining 

cosmic space poetry 

is a true endeavor 

to immortalize 

one's poetic thoughts 
and visions 

the thoughts and visions 
crystallized 

with poetic words 
poetic words 
transformed into light 
light cast out 

to the stars 
thoughts.....visions 
poetry becoming light 
your poetry made light 
now on a journey 
across eternity's 
threshold 


KE 


- 3/31/2024 


Je 


Nightmares 

sting me 

like fascist bees 
and I knew 

what you once said 
to me 

was an omen 
obelisk rising 
from the mind's 
windswept plateau 
were you not born 
under the twinkle 
of Vega 

a longeeeelLOong 

time ago and 

your shadow 

will be seen again 
you will recognize me 
as the one 

in the mirror 
staring at you 
from Valhalla 


KE 


- 4/3/2024 


4e 


She won't talk 

to me anymore 

from a political dispute 
so she says 

that's the root of it 
and how can I dispute 
it's already too late 
she's gone 

she's already gone 
out where 

the radicals 

go and ponder 

way out in 

radical yonder 

and we'll talk 

no more 

and I'll never 

again see 

her beautiful smile 
at my door 


KE 


- 4/3/2024 


5e 


Something 

will most certainly 

be born 

of this electronic vertigo 
something just may 

be created 

that will 

replicate itself 

into infinity 
something electrical 
something 
artificially energized. 
may convert the past 
into a dysfunctional 
present 

and so we are 

what we are 

wandering about 

among geraniums 

and the blazing anodes 
of a false 

electric divinity 


KE 


- 3/30/2024 


6. 


Another day 

in the grinder 

in the machine 

that feeds on souls 
another day 

of all the 
technological 
alienation 

fields of flowers 
covered over 

with warehouses 

full of 

electronic machines 
electronic machines 
that are spreading 
across the land 
someday the landscapes 
everywhere in this world 
may be nothing 

but electronic machines 
once they have 

been fed every soul 
there will be nothing 
but for the cold 
buzzing and glowing 
of electronic machines 


KE 


- 4/2/2024 


Te 


I don't think 

it ideal 

and I don't 

think it good 

to go out 

to the piazza 

and be misunderstood 
but what does 

it matter 

but what does 

it mean 

these days 

I can't even climb 
up a hill of beans 
and this poem 
really has no purpose 
for that 

I apologize 

but I'll still 
send it 

into Outer Space 
for the aliens 

to realize 

it's just scribble 


KE 
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- Poem written 
across sky with 
visible light laser 
towards the star Vega 
on April 7, 2024 


There is now 

nOi $@...-cChaos 

unhinged media streams 
of ideological insanity 
everywhere 
madneSSeee.nodise 
politics injected 

with lunacy 

there is now 

such noise 

upon the Earth 

crazed cacophonies 
diatribes fueled 

by a broken system 
such crazed noise 

and so at times 

I look to the sky 

to the stars 

the heavenly worlds 
and there I find 

an immaculate perfection 
of tranquility 

far removed 

from the madness 

of our time 


KE 


- 4/5/2024 


9. 


The fools are up 

to their foolish things 
and outside 

I hear a little bird 
that sings 

it doesn't care 

at all 

about our madness 
or our machines 

it just sings 

to the first light 
it just sings 

to the awakening Sun 
it just sings 

and sings 

and sings 

while the fools 

out there 

conceive of 

many more 

foolish things 


KE 


-4/7/2024 


10. 


Another lost night 

in this lost dream 

of a world 

it's all falling apart 
it's all unravelling 
Sinister globalist witches 
must be brewing 
horrifying concoctions 
in boiling cauldrons 
somewhere 

and I just try 

to appreciate 

the bright warm Sun 

a nice breeze 

a pleasant memory 

here and there 

while sinister 
globalist witches 
throw bat wings 

frog's legs 

and who knows what 
into mysterious brews 
while muttering 
strange things 

in unison 

that remind me 

of Shakespeare 


EEE 


- 4/10/2024 


ll. 


Into the muck 

and the mire 

I have fallen 

many times 

into the tempest 

of temptations 
into the abyss 

of despair 

I have strayed 

I have wandered 
when it seemed like 
darkness 

would descend 

over everything 
and the last candle 
was about to expire 
yet it never did 
the light never 
gave way completely 
to the darkness 

the last candle 
would always 

keep on glowing 

at least a little 
always 


KE 


- 3/28/2024 


12. 


How easily 

we may find ourselves 
adrift in a sea 

of poisonous illusions 
how quickly 

we may find ourselves 
surrounded. by false idols 
of false light 

the thorns they bring 
may be gilded 

the thorns they bring 
may be radiant 

they poison the soul 
how easily we may 
find ourselves 
wandering towards 

the false mirages 
they are at present 
plentiful in this world 
in this late hour 

how gladly 

we will go to them 
with a smile 


EEK 


- 3/29/2024 


13. 


Listening 

to this bird 
singing 

in the night 
with morning 
still hours away 
is this bird 
drunk 

confused 

or simply 
stricken 

with madness 

did something 
shatter 

this poor bird's mind 
did this cold 
cruel world 

of ours do it? 

I bet you it did 


KE 


-4/14/2024 


14. 


There could be 

alien space probes 

out there 

searching for 

signs of life 

these poems 

are for them 

I'll send them 

my scribblings 

out in the radio-sphere 
they might not 

know what 

I'm scribbling about 
but they're simply 
looking for signs 

of life out there 
that's all 

so here are some poems 
sent out for them 

way out there 

these are my reflections 
of moments 

on this dear Earth 
when I committed myself 
to reflection 

grabbed a pen 

and started writing 

it all down 


KE 


- 4/15/2024 


15. 


Things just changed 
at some point 

I don't know 

exactly when 

but everything 

just seemed different 
it's hard 

to describe 

because I'm not 
really certain 

when the change 
occurred 

but one day 

it hit me 

like an avalanche 

I was buried in it 
blasted with it 
thrown into it's 
labyrinth 

of forever wandering 
oblivious and confused 
by the cruel 

and ever present 
hourglass of time 


KE 


- 4/19/2024 


16. 


The only certainties 
are taxes 

and death 

and the bright Sun 
shining through 

your window again 
eventually 

as the gloomy skies 
of life 

cannot remain forever 
as long as 

the Sun 

burns brightly 

it's light 

will always seek 

to get through 

of course 

the taxes will be there 
and death 

will be there 

yet someday 

the sunlight will return 
through your window 
in the calm 

of the morning 


KE 


- 4/19/2024 


lT. 


The cycles of time 
stomp all over me 
like a fire-breathing 
three-headed hydra 

I must become 

like the solid rock 
at the shore 

and withstand 

the crashing waves 

of it all 

year after year 
century after century 
battered by 

time's indifferent cruelty 
yet still there 

in defiance 

refusing 

to be swept away 

into the hydra's 

abyss 


KE 


- 4/19/2024 


18. 


This reality 

is not on stable ground 
NOeeeNnNoOt this one 

not when so much 

is just a farce anymore 
this reality 

is a festival of madness 
lost in its placement 
of linear time 

that is ever becoming 
less and less linear 
this reality 

is the mind 

of an ancient oracle 
once it has been lost 
the cave is damp 

the vapors are rising 
the ceremonial chants 
resound 

the Sun is bright 

out there over the world 
and a few 

old record players 

give it a go 

one last time 


KE 


- 4/28/2024 


19. 


I've crossed a line 

into a realm of sorcery 
I didn't really 

intend to 

it wasn't 

exhaustively thought-out 
it just happened 

in my room 

one day 

like an epiphany 

there it was 

like the bright light 
of a divine vision 

I would try 

and make my poems 

into something more 
something that reaches 
across the Universe 
across the ages 

poetry that is psychic 
poetry that is technological 
poetry that is 

a kind of sorcery 

born of the heart 

and imagination 


KE 


- 4/28/2024 


20. 


I know I was there 

the ITC station 

third astral level 

in a waking moment 

of clear consciousness 
I know I was there 

in the station 

where worlds beyond 
connect with 

worlds beyond 

where soul 

DOG Yeeeeemind 

and imagination 
unify......and crystalize 
for the single purpose 
of continuing 

our living...waking 
dreams 

into the hereafter 
into an eternity 

of mystery and endless 
horizons of stars 


KE 


- 5/5/2024 


2l. 


Of this mind 

and of this tree 

of the flowers 

of stones thrown 
thrice into the sea 
abandoned 
abandoned 

I have abandoned 

so much 

for so long 

it was always me 
proclaiming myself 
a victim 

of cruel 

and sadistic time 
yet aren't we all 
eventually 

when the hourglass 
is always beyond our reach 
always 


KE 
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22. 


A storm has returned 
and it will not clear 

I am caught within it 
yet again 

yet again 

every day 

and every night 

just a fool 

caught in 

the storm of life 

eyes in the shadows 
eyes in the shadows 
there and back again 
always back again 
never staying 

under the clear 

blue skies 

of a dream 

never recognizing 

what is not 

the storm's own creation 
there and back again 

I always end up 

back where it all began 
the clear blue skies 
fading 

just a dream after all 
and how the vines 

have grown and devoured 
all the more now 

in this latest cycle 

of a court jester's epiphany 


KE 


- 5/19/2024 


256 


I work inside 

of a building 

where thorns grow 

by measures 

of boundless eternities 
each moment 

it is here 

that linear time 

can be most deceiving 
yet it is also here 
that linear time 
reveals itself 

to be Medusa's most 
cunning and devilish 
sycophant 

it is here 

that I know 

that nothing 

of my truer thoughts 
ever honestly reaches 
the Sun 

with the same crystallization 
as when I freed them 
into the azure heavens 


KE 


- 5/19/2024 


24. 


I work inside 

of a building 

that is 

a coliseum of ravens 
I work inside 

of a building 

where the shadows 

are immortal 

I work inside of a building 
that perhaps once 

had such 

a truthful appearance 
yet has now 

been corrupted 

vines grow 

up the walls 

reaching 

for dark stars 

and red moons 


KE 


- 5/20/2024 


25. 


I work 

inside of a building 
where a dimmer light 
struggles to reveal itself 
amidst the chaos 

and cacophony 

of a commercialized 
perception of reality 

it is like an island 

of truer being 

upon a sea 

full of mirage and fog 
what I have spoken 

what I have whispered 

in the silent hours 
resounds within 

a realm 

unimaginable to those 
beholden to the machines 


KE 


- 5/21/2024 


26. 


This foundation 

of sanity 

is crumbling 
underneath my feet 

in the ancient soil 

in the soil 

that knows many things 
that holds great wisdom 
it was not the soil 
nor the sky 

that brought forth 
this crumbling 

of sanity 

NOcccece 

it was from 

the turbulence 
brought forth 

by unguided 

contact of hidden 

and artificial things 
and the bright Moon 
will always be my Moon 
as it will always be 
your Moon as well 

if you open your soul 
to its light 


EEE 


- 5/27/2024 


27. 


Cast down 

from an opulent Moon 
a light 

that mingles 

with reflection 

I know you can see 
what has appeared 
before your eyes 
what has come down 
to Earth 

from the sea 

of time above 

I know that you 
will see it again 
and recognize it 
in those moments 
of a waking dream 


KE 


-5/27/2024 


28. 


A never ending 

realm of a dream 
that's where I'll be 

in a century 

in three 

just dreaming 

for eternity 

none of these 

earthly woes 

to drag me down 

I'll be out there 
where the stars 

glare like diamonds 
surrounding an hourglass 
that never runs out 
time is but 

a memory here 

within a century 
within three 

I'll be a dreamer 
inside of a lighthouse 
by the bluest dream sea 


KE 


- 5/29/2024 


29. 


Though its been 

so many years 

I still know your soul 
and you know mine 

ina twilight 

from far back when 

we still know 

each other there 

in that dimming 
fading....colorful light 
that time 

those moments 

like bright pearls 

that defy 

the coming darkness 

of night 

the nightis 

endless separation 

yet our souls 

still know each other 
in that twilight 

of long ago 

it is our time 

outside of time 

where we remain together 
in a fading light 

that never fades completely 


KE 


- 5/20/2024 


30. 


Nothing 

was waiting for me 
beyond. the great 
stone monoliths 

of nothing 

nothing knows me 

all too well 

nothing could always 
pick me out 

of a crowd 

and this particular 
nothing 

was anointed 

by hight priest 

of a greater nothing 
and nothing then 
descended. upon 

the east 

the west 

over the valleys 

of the Moon 

over the bars 

and liquor stores 
where so many souls go 
to throw themselves 
into the lashing winds 
of nothing 

as if it were 

a sanctuary 


EEE 


-6/1/2024 


31. 


It's not 

getting any easier 

to get up 

in the morning 

and drag myself 

out into the world 
getting beaten up 

by an unraveling society 
wondering 

where does it all 

go from here 
wondering 

if my muse 

will ever return to me 
wondering if my poems 
their light 

will disappear 

into cosmic static 

or if some 

very faint 

echo of them 

will go on forever 
towards a sunrise 
someplace 

I never knew of 


KE 


- 6/1/2024 


5260 


Tomorrow 

is Monday 

and it's back 

to work 

back to slow moving 
time clocks 

back to time clocks 
melting 

time clocks screaming 
time clocks conspiring 
against me 

wanting me 

to experience 

more slow time 

more and more 

slow time 

and a plague of locust 
won't save me 

the angel of death 
won't save me 

a monsoon 

killer piranhas 
berserker vikings 
armageddon 

lunacy 

anarchy 

oblivion 

won't save me 

not a chance 

the time clocks 

of Monday 

have it all 

figured out 

like devious henchmen 
from the fiery.....dark 
sulfur pits of Hades 


KE 


- 6/2/2024 


33-6 


There were days 
when I could 

only see the eclipse 
with open eyes 

with closed eyes 

the demigod light 
Ziving forth 

a bounty of shadows 
a harvest 

dreamt of 

by the smirking 
jack-o-lanterns 

the crows 

ravage and destroy 
their own opera 

the jackals 

wander the valley 
in search of what 
musically allures them 


KE 


- 6/4/2024 


34. 


A storm is approaching 
the court jesters laugh 
the cats go about 
indifferent 

the trees in the forest 
make no sound 

no one is listening 
and some are praying 
some are messing around 
a storm is approaching 
and the court jesters 
laugh away 

as if its in mockery 

of all creation itself 
and some of the others 
are angered by this 
while still others 
look to the cats 

at their indifference 
as the golden path 

to follow 


KEE 


- 6/4/2024 


356 


Each day it seems 

is becoming 

a blurry reflection 
of the one before 
harpies upon 

the telegraph wires 
sonatas poured out 

of a crystalline vase 
upon avenues 

of all the mirth 

and cacophony 
fragments of consciousness 
drift down boulevards 
nothing here 

awakens us anymore 

or deceives us 
nothing here 

does much of anything 
anymore 

only reminds us 

of the Sun 

shining down 
illusions upon us 
radiantly 


KEE 


- 6/8/2024 


36. 


Sometimes 

the shadow itself 
is alive 

is breathing 

in absence 

of abundant light 
sometimes 

the shadow itself 
is a memory 

a face 

a voice 

a name 

sometimes 

the shadow itself 
is something 

that one is longing for 
yet is always 
unattainable 

the mirage of it 
is full of light 
the reality of it 
full of shadow 
and the world 
moves on as it does 
and you are just 
passing through 
after all 


KE 


- 6/9/2024 


STe 


A bright sunrise 
over an icy plateau 
I create the thought 
the thought and image 
it exist 

beyond. the air 
ClLOSGeeeeeSO Very close 
right there 

in front of you 

a thousand rooms 

a thousand realities 
vines and stars 

a candle 

an asp 

a descending night 
of endless dreaming 


KE 


- 6/12/2024 


38. 


Let me show you 

these rooms 

these windows 

these voids of emotion 
beyond 

that the world creates 
let me show you 

these withering gardens 
of lost longings 
memories 
reverberations 

of the primordial 
instinct 

intertwined with 

the soul 

while upon the Earth 
the dance 

of the Moon 

and the tides 
continues ceaselessly 


KE 


- 6/12/2024 


39-6 


Sunny day 

cloudy day 

it doesn't matter 
to me 

the streets 

still resound 

with the groans 

of our dissatisfaction 
and I have nothing 
that I want 

to tell the world 
but I'll scribble 
things down anyway 
still searching 
for a muse 

in the darkness 
still searching 
for a song 

in the wind 

and I can hear 

the groans 

of the streets 

for me 

it's an old tune 
that I've heard 
all my life 


KEE 


- 6/15/2024 


40. 


I'll be gone 

someday 

yet my poems 

will be on their way 
to other stars 

other worlds 

on their way 

to other souls 

the ones who are 
awake to such 

subtle reverberations 
across lightyears 

my poems 

will go on 

as radio waves 
proclaiming 

my thoughts in these poems 
streams of my consciousness 
a form of light 
Signifying 

my existence 

back when I existed 
on the Harth 

and though 

I will be gone 

my poems will have 
their own journey 

for eternity 


KE 


- 6/15/2024 


4l. 


Astral radio 
transmitter mirage 
in a sea of time 

upon a plateau 

of memory 

echoes of what 

I wished to experience 
lasting salutations 
offered to 

the constellations 
the immortality 

of so much 

is to be found 

at that geometric 
line of the horizon 
just as it 

begins to blur 

it can be found there 
to the discerning eye 
the many horizons 

of the many astral worlds 


KEE 


- 6/16/2024 


42. 


The corrupted ones 

have no true conception 
of what this globe 
truly is 

they only see things 
from the perspective 

of the material 

they know nothing 

of the astral moons 

or the astral night 

the visitors 

that come and go 

that appear as bright 
phenomena 

that will soon enough 
no longer hide 

from the camera 

as the camera itself 
has documented our world 
so it may 

change our world 

so it may 

change our souls 
through revelation 

via image of that 
which has ventured 
across the great boundary 


KE 


- 6/15/2024 


43. 


